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PAUL McINTYRE =->

THE TRAP
Jaine whimpered pitifully as Tom tried to free her foot from
E
the aluminum step that snared her. They had been married
only a few months, and had just launched their new camp-trailer
on its maiden voyage. Grimacing, Elaine pulled as Tom forced a
crowbar against the inside of the step. The step creaked rhythmically, then gave way under the force; then suddenly, snap! Elaine
flew backward over the fishing rods and onto the ground. Tom
sucked his cheeks to keep from laughing as he helped her up,
dusting the twigs and dirt from her back.
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Elaine was noticeably less amused. She glared at the camper.
Somehow, it had seemed much more luxurious on the lot in Carmichael, where Tom and the salesman had coaxed her into its purchase. The thirty-day satisfaction-guaran reed refund offer would
expire the day after tomorrow, she remembered, but she kept the
thought to herself. Even the mention of it would worry Tom .
Shelter Cove was only a scratch along the 120 miles of gnarled
California coastline between Fort Bragg and Eureka. It was fully
as obscure as the little group of vacationing plumbers and their
families who wound their way up through the redwoods co camp.
Coastal mountains, jutting out of the sea, plodding twenty-five
miles inland, pulled Shelter Cove out of the grasp of any genuine
pleasure seekers, and left it instead co chose who didn't know the
difference. For a crew of journeymen plumbers, dragging their
pickups, campers, and boats over those last miles of crude logging
roads to the scraggy beach was as routine as crawling under a cluttered kitchen sink.
Lately, Tom had spoken often about Shelter Cove, and what his
fellow-plumber friends always bragged about during breaks: fourwheel-drive pickups with oversized off-road tires (which never left
the blacktop), twenty-four-foot deluxe camp trailers loaded with
every luxury necessary to coax their wives inside, and an aluminum boat on a rack over the top. Every July they loaded their
families inside for the annual pilgrimage. Once there, they
splashed through the swells in their little boars co gee to the
schools of salmon. They boasted of how they loaded their boats
with fish and their bellies with beer. He had promised Elaine chat
someday he would be with them .
Elaine had never been coo excited by the prospect. But she was
excited about Tom, and so she cried to appear enthusiastic about
Shelter Cove. She consented to forego her season tickets to the
community concerts so that Tom could buy a citizen's band radio.
That was how the plumbers communicated.
"Pipe-wrench, big buddy, do you read me? Pipe-wrench,
big ... " Wasting no time, Tom raced for the car and dove
through the open window, grabbing the C.B. receiver.
"Yeah, this is me, big buddy," he replied.
"My handle is Hacksaw," the voice reprimanded.
"Oh, right. Sorry, I didn ' t recognize your voice big tube-fittin',
uh, uh, plumber's friend, uh, uh, I mean Hacksaw," Tom replied
in a frenzied voice.
"Come on back one time."
"Hacksaw, Hacksaw!" Tom cried.
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"Mercy, mercy, mercy," Hacksaw said. "Them fishes is jumpin'
in the boats out there. I'll be by to getcha in fifteen ticks, good
buddy."
"I'll be ready, Hacksaw-over." Tom looked puzzled as he hung
up the receiver. "I always mess up my C.B. talk," he complained
plained to Elaine, opening the car door and crawling out.
"Well, if you feel so bad, why don't you just walk over and
apologize?" Elaine suggested. "Hacksaw's still sitting in his truck
just behind our trailer."
"Naw, I've gotta get moving. Hacksaw'll be here to pick me up
in fifteen minutes," Tom replied as he guided Elaine to the trailer
and boosted her over the broken step.
"Coffee?" Elaine asked as she began hurriedly to mix up a packet of instant oatmeal for Tom.
"No, I can't stand that metal taste the trailer tank gives the water," Tom answered. "Just give me a can of that soda pop." Elaine
finished stirring the oatmeal and opened the refrigerator, starting
an avalanche of food.
"It's so hard to stuff a week's worth of food into those two
point four cubic feet," she complained. "Sorry, Tom, I guess I
drank the last cold soda," she said meekly, restuffing the refrigerator. "I can't stand the water either," she confessed.
"Just give me a warm one then," Tom sighed.
Elaine carefully placed the warm oatmeal and the warm Pepsi
on a placemat, flanked by plastic cream and sugar containers, plastic utensils and a precisely folded napkin . She had set the table
first thing that morning, remembering that she'd promised Tom
that she would transform their new trailer into a comfortable
little home just like the display model on the sales lot.
Womp, womp, womp. Hacksaw's big fist pounded on their
little door.
"Come on, Tom, them fishes is waitin'," he yelled. Tom wolfed
down his oatmeal, inhaled a few swigs of Pepsi, grabbed his coat,
and with a deep, gutty belch was out the door. He used to get
embarrassed when he did that at home, Elaine remembered as she
parted the tiny camper curtain and watched Tom walk with his
buddies toward their trucks. They all looked like they'd just
crawled out of a manhole, Elaine thought, as she beheld their
long, weathered faces falling from new-used hats, belts curled at
the tip, and loose white socks lapping over the tops of black oxfords, dull with neglect. Tom wore tennis shoes.
Pebbles popped under the impact of the big knobby tires as the
men put their trucks in gear and sped off to the bait shop. When
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they arrived at the dock, with four flats of herring and a six-pack
of beer apiece, Tom helped guide the trucks as they backed down
the rugged concrete ramp to the waterline. Lending one another a
hand, the men pulled, ·and with a familiar screech, the boats slid
off their racks. A little outboard was screwed to the transom, the
gear loaded, and then they were on their way.

As

they puttered out through the harbor, Tom gazed beyond
the breakwater at the masts of larger commercial fishing boats
swaying rhythmically with the swells.
"Start riggin' yer bait," Hacksaw growled, tossing Tom a silvery herring. Tom fumbled clumsily with the little fish a few seconds before Hacksaw broke in again . "Let me show ya how." He
grasped the herring tightly in his hand and forced a large hook
through its nose. Tom cringed, recalling horrid memories of the
family cat crunching his pet goldfish while Tom cleaned its tank.
He didn't wane to ask Hacksaw to re-bait his hook for him and he
hoped he wouldn 't have to.
The boat's bow slid past the breakwater, and almost immediately the little craft began to bob like a helpless cork under the
force of the shorebound swells. Seeing Tom's knuckles whiten as
he grasped the rail, Hacksaw bragged, "Don' t worry, I've taken 'er
through seas twice what we got here and never slopped more water in than we could bail out."
Tom gazed again at the tall masts swaying on the horizon .
Their sway seemed even more violent now that Tom was swaying
also. A dense fog hung hauntingly a hundred feet above the water's surface, seeming to enclose the mystic new world. In the
heavy, damp air the blue exhaust trail from Hacksaw's outboard
did not rise, but danced instead across the water, occasionally
drifting back into the boat. Tom looked again at the teetertottering masts. He squinted at the fog. Holding his breath, he
tried to avoid the nauseating smell of outboard exhaust. His head
sunk heavily into his hands. His stomach rolled tenderly with
each wave. He stared at his feet and thought of Elaine and wondered if she knew that he was about to throw up.
Duckplucker, Hacksaw's wife, rapped on Elaine's door. "Grab
your lounge chair and come out and enjoy the ocean with the rest
of us! "
"Just a minute," Elaine replied, hastily packing some peeled carrot sticks and stowing them along with her sunglasses, new paperback, and lounge chair. Then she headed out the door toward the
beach.
"Over here, honey!" Elaine turned and saw Duckplucker sitting
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with the other wives just outside her trailer, her soiled, pointed
tennis shoes propped up on an ice chest.
"Aren't we going down to the beach?" Elaine asked .
"Naw, the ocean looks the same here as it does down there,"
one of the women chuckled.
Nervously, Elaine looked for a place to unfold her chair. These
women were twice her age and dressed like a crew of migrant fruit
pickers. She wondered what she could say to make conversation.
"I 'm sorry, but I don 't know your real name," she asked, planting the legs of her lounge chair in the turf. "I've only heard you
talk on your C.B."
" Oh, it's Ellinore," she laughed. " The guys all call me Duckplucker 'cause I'm the plucker on the assembly line of us gals who
clean ducks at the camp each fall when our husbands go hunting.
You 'd enjoy the trip. Maybe Tom will bring you up this year. "
"Yes, maybe," Elaine gulped.
Ellinore rolled broken strands of lounge chair webbing in her
fingers. " What's that book you got there, Elaine?"
"Oh, it's a new one ... "
" Well I probably haven't heard of it then," Ellinore said. "I
don't read much. Started one of those Reader's Digest condensed
books a year back, but didn't finish it."
The other two women had nothing to say. One carefully
shaved a dirt clod with the heel of her boot, and the other played
with the tab of a beer can . All the women drank beer. Elaine had
rehearsed how she would politely turn down the offer. She hated
beer. To her the can was vulgar in a woman 's hand. And she
would turn down the cigarettes also. The ones these women
smoked were wrapped in brown paper and looked like little cigars.
Ellino re had an inch-long ash dangling off the end of hers. It
broke off and fell into her beer. Elaine cringed, but no one else
had no ticed, so she kept quiet and opened her book. Everyone was
all talked out after a long night on the C.B. radio.
Hacksaw had tried running the boat parallel with the waves
and then against them, but neither plan worked. Tom threw up
both ways.
" Let me take ya in , Tom . You 're too seasick to be out here,"
Hacksaw offered.
"Hell, no! It's nothin'," Tom replied, his head soaked from a
wave that had broken over it when he'd hung it outside the boat
to vomit. The wind chilled his nose red and blew his hair into a
prominent peak at the center. He gazed at the five salmon that lay
dead at the bottom of the boat.
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"They look happier than you," Hacksaw chuckled. "Only one
more an' you'll have your limit, Tom."
Tom hadn't had a bite for over an hour. Realizing he couldn't
last much longer, he let his line out a little deeper, thinking the
fish might have moved closer to the bottom. He continued to
inch out the line-it kept his mind busy.
Suddenly there was a crackle as Tom's rod doubled over. He instinctively yanked back against the pressure.
"It's not a fish. Yer just snagged on the bottom," Hacksaw
said. "Pull 'er up."
Tom pumped the rod as he rhythmically cranked the reel. "It's
comin' up," he said.
"Well, must just be a big ol' hunk o' kelp there, Tom. Fish
fight different 'en what you got."
Tom continued to pull and pump. A stream of sweat began to
roll down his neck. Hacksaw urged him on and showed him how
to use his back and legs. His arms were starting to tremble.
"You're gettin' there, Tom. 'Bout thirty fathoms out here and
they don't come easy with a load like you got."
Releasing a desperate gasp at the end of each stroke, Tom continued the slow retrieval. As he bent to begin another stroke, it
appeared. Ten feet under the boat the water was red.
"Look! What is it?" Tom gasped.
Hacksaw leaned over to the side and peered into the green
depths. "By damn, you caught you an ocropus," he chuckled.
"Should I cut the line?"
"No, just bring 'er on in, Tom. I know some folks that eats
'em."
Tom cranked the monster the last few feet up to the boat.
Gracefully, it rolled its long tentacles through the water, rows of
white suction cups lining the inner tentacles like infantry men
ready for battle. Hacksaw reached over and freed the hook. Frightened, the octopus enveloped the boat's entire underside, its powerful tentacles creeping over the rails.
Hacksaw seemed rather undisturbed by the unusual incident,
admiring the size and beauty of the orange-red serpent.
"Well, let's bring her on in, Tom," he said. But as two tentacles wove around the outboard, jamming the propeller, Hacksaw
said, "She's got us now."
Combining their efforts, Tom and Hacksaw grabbed hold of a
skinny tip and began to pull. Slowly, the little suction cups gave
way, with a pick, pock, pock sound. They had freed about one
third of the arm when progress stopped. The two grown men,
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struggling with all their strength were helpless against a single
tentacle. They both slumped back in their seats to catch their
breath. The current and wind were pushing the boat towards a
shoreline of steep, jagged cliffs. Even Hacksaw now began to
show concern.
"Get out the knives and we'll cut ourselves free," he ordered.
Tom passed him a knife and they began sawing, but the old bait
knives were dull and the strands of muscle on the creature were
tougher than new leather ; each tentacle as thick as a man 's arm. It
was a difficult and tedious task. One at a time, the white tentacles
were removed and thrown into the boat. Hacksaw and Tom both
kept a steady eye on the treacherous shoreline as they crept closer,
but neither dared mention it.

Nearly an hour had passed and seven tentacles were safely in
the boat, yet the frightened octopus refused to surrender. With
water jetting out of tubelike openings in its large beachball head,
the creature continued to cling to the boat until the last tentacle
was removed.
Minutes later, the surf would have dashed the little boat against
the rocks. Hacksaw anxiously pulled the starter rope and aimed
the boat back toward the harbor. Exhausted, silent, Tom's hands
quivered from the strain and Hacksaw plucked at the tab on his
beer can several times before mustering the strength to open it.
As they neared the ramp, Hacksaw recognized the figures of
their wives and buddies waiting to greet them.
" Stayed out a good time," one called. "Must have found a nice
school, eh, Hacksaw?"
Their calls awoke Tom who'd fallen asleep over a pile of sleeping bags in the bow. He peeled his eyes open and looked at the
happy faces that surrounded him. Even Hacksaw was now smiling
again. Tom tried to connect his thoughts to the stories he'd heard
daily at work, and to the jovial mood that accompanied their telling. Had he missed something, he wondered?
Then he spotted Elaine breaking out of the huddle, her pants
rolled up to the knee. She waded out to greet him. She had listened to the other gals greet their fishermen, and she wanted to
say the right thing now to Tom.
Elaine's clean youth and vigor built a sharp contrast against the
old salts in the background. Tom thought he would propose that
they pack the camper tomorrow and beat the thirty-day guarantee.
He hoped she hadn't become too attached to it.
As the boat crept closer, Elaine could see the pale, drawn look
on Tom's face. She wondered if he realized that he was groaning
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out loud. Helping him up, she straightened his hair. He leaned
heavily on her shoulder.
''I'll tell ya, that sucker's tentacles were as long as I am tall,"
Hacksaw was bragging.
"Naw," came the replies.
"See for yerself," Hacksaw said as he hoisted two long, limp
tentacles from the boat.
"Holy smokes, will ya lookee there."
The oohs and aahs mounted until the entire dockside was filled
with curious onlookers who cackled like frenzied seagulls. Hacksaw gleamed with delight as the cameras clicked.
Tom saw that his companion was getting all the glory; a mixture of envy and loss put his heart to pounding. Brushing the herring scales from his coat, he left Elaine and stepped between
Hacksaw and the crowd.
"Hey, I caught it," he demanded. Picking up the large, rubbery
octopus head, Tom began to prance through the crowd. "Once he
grabbed my hook that sucker was a goner," he boasted. A small
group huddled around him for a closer look, as Tom promised
he'd catch an even bigger one tomorrow.
"Looks like he had the time of his life," Ellinore assured Elaine.
Then they turned and headed back to their lounge chairs.

